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THE DESERT 



BY JOHN VANCE CHENEY 



A great bare brain, a disillusioned mind, 
I lie here, stretching, gray into the gray, 
One endless level, whither none may say 

But one, — the restless and unfellowed wind. 

Follow him not; for thou shalt never find 

Green hill nor field, nor spring beside the way; 
Only the lizard, in the sun at play, 

Some spectral thing, before thee or behind. 

"Whatever gleaming tease thee, trust it not, 
Nor toward yon pleasant island set thy feet; 
It is a phantom, yea, it is not there. 
Turn back from me while yet it is thy lot 
To drink of life, bitter it be or sweet; 
Thou canst yet — what I can no more — despair. 

Nathless, because still falls on me fair dream 

Of some far-off, benignant happening; 

Because the mindful cloud with brooding wing 
Gathers of goodly life for pool and stream; 
Because the morning keeps his golden gleam, 

The lovely colors unto evening cling, 

The smooth birds in the green leaves build and sing- 
Since so much holds, this gray death may but seem. 

On me may great and gracious changes wait, 
To make me other than I am to-day ; 
Let me befriend thy sons, whoso thou art, 
Come in the after-time, when friendlier Pate 
Shall have sown blossoms up and down my way, 
Restored the beating where broke off my heart. 

John Vance Cheney. 
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